
¦ '«.a-, k "Wha-a at'" s«ays 1, pa\vt«in'. "Von youatv
"

Say, come to look him over dose, I might ha\*e known
,. n.« ten a «reek pio.vs- servar. H.'s a-, stnmed

¦i«, expensive, and his lily-white hands ate maní«
»un-«! to the List notch, Nice lookin' youth he is, with

! head on him an.l a tun- pair ««i shoulders. And
for ..\« i-s.i!ion he uses ilia« kuiil of n« ar English a« cenl
x hear along the Harvard Gold Coast. Cut-chaw?
Whv. i' fairly drilled from Royce, hk«- moisture from

« i««! tank on a l-.-l «!a«.
¦Excuse-" rays 1. "I'm Professor McCabe, and I

"¦>'
.Oh, \« -.' rays he, sicjim' weary, "I understand.

absurd about «i will, isn't it Mother is

k< en iwer it an«! 1 wish she wouldn't, you know ."
«\s I, a bit ditty from tryin' t«. follow him,

I've no doubl you mean weU enough," he >:. es

wa aawn't accept favors front utter strangers -

r,,,'\.'\i a.iwn't. Anal besides, old ftoidon was such
,.

\<- his fe«lin's he lights a cigarette and juives
¦:' Vr on« more, 1 felt like IM been slapjH-«!

.m«I sent to stand m the corner,

you'd hk«« my apology m writin'?" m\s I.
OUI a real dusty s|«a«t on the floor, an ! I'll
Hut remember, Son. all we laid on' t>> do,

imlde way, was t«> give you a boost. So don't
ird on us."

s patronitin'at that. "Nooffcns« intended,
; ." says he. "I merely wished t.« make clear

sition m : lus ridiculous affair. « H course, if
-.-i-is's, l presurpe 1 must Bah Jove! Hete
though!"

.,^'1 the door comes .!. Bayar«! an I -:.-
»rtin' «i stunnin'-built lady with her face

\ « ils. I'd been introduced t"<>. and was ms«.

air, when we go! a good square look al
r. Sai«.: was simultaneous. She gives a little

am! 1 expect I dkl some open-face work
1 glances from her toj. Bayar«! and stares f «olish.

s.iy Mrs. Hammond?" says I.
, McCabe," says he sort of peevish, "You

«plained beforehand."

A

i) - i "nui- un

the l.ely steps to the front
If, '.ip and her bps

"i'r. ¦:'» ssor McCalieand
I met before," says she, "under

liffercnl circumstances«
is all. And now, Mr. Steele, y« it

of securing an invitation for my
I '**.*» -< If ..> an importanl ial
,\1 just whose house, please?"

¡. Mayan!, "at Mr.
's."

\ .*' as I o uld
make a move, and a

turned to mc with
.-. f a smile. "I think

explain to Mr.
...." -,,\ s she, "how im-

for me to accept

ai I r. You'd
w» »uld »have be» n

for J. Bayard; but
M imes, and h«

arryin' through any
his own, that it

lady," -ay- he,
Wl y, the

tch it, J. H" I en's in, and
in'.

.' ] HftS
hand. "It' ."says she.

up, And you migl as

ry a' once;
1 thai lie

»w that
iner >r later.

ibe, you tell them."

j'T'Ssoi ¦.-¦.«¦ audience I face !
M ivar starin' puzzled,

eyes squinted
i-' growin' pale aroun 1 the

.- ;::: me oil.

." ays I; "only when I km m

at the Tw »mbley-Cranes,

young geni choky, jumpin' to

"That was four years ago, when
i ti man. Very «dad I was I igel the po-

.1 little pi I tl il I was abl« fill
B il gave m« .. han to learn there

know: the things I need I to
.'¦-."

i r blank arid shocked.
"< .:. '., R >yce?" she goes on ;.'.--.i i-

in'. "You know bow we have moved fr«»tn place t«>
place; li«»w at tunes my cards have read 'Mrs. James
K. Hammond,' then 'Mr. | Royce Hammond,' and
finally 'Mra, Royce Hamntond'? Bui it w.t^ all u-e-

l«*ss. Always sonteone came who knew, and after
thai well, 1 w.is just the widow .»f llmigrv Jitu lam-
in. m. I.

"Not that I cared f"t myself. I was never ashamed
of Hungry Jim while be lived. He was a rial man, Jim
Hammond was, hont*st an,I kind and l>rav<. And if he
was crude an«! rough, it was-only because he'd liv«rd
tjiat wav. because he'd had t". II«- let them «.ill him
Hungrv Jim t.>«>. N«. one ever Imew him t«> resent it.
But II butt, ¡list the same, lie tried t«. live it down,
there m I )»nv .t, tried to he refined and polite; huí thaw
years in tin¦.!«-.«n couldn'l lie wiped oui .«> e.r-ily. He
was Hungrv Jim to the la-t.
"He wanted bis son t«> l»e different, though, '(hitfil

him to travel with the liest, Annie,' he used t" say t»>

me »luring those last days, 'an«! nee that he gets "ii a

polish. Promise, now!' I promised. And I've done
as well as I coukl. I've lived for that. Bui I «ion found
that rea! refinement was something you coukln'1 «>i'l«*r
at the store. I found thai l>rf<*re I couhl gel it for
Royce 1 muai have al least a speaking acquaintance
with it lll\ self.

"That meant associating with nice people. But nice
people didn't »are to mix with Mrs. Jim Hammond.
I didn't blame them for shutting their front doors t«>

nu*. I bad to get in, though. So | slipped in by the
back way as housek<*,*pi,r. I kept my eyes and cat-

open. I picked up thei'- little trieks of speo h and man¬
ner, their wav- of doing thing-. I toned my voice down,
schooled myself, until I knew the things that Royce
ought t<> kn««vv. It wasn't easy, espivially the giving
him up «luring his holidays ami sending him «>!T with bis
college friend-, when I wanted him to !>«. with me. < »h,
how much 1 did miss him thaw two summers! Mut 1
had promiied Jim, and and well, I think I've made of
Royce what he wanted m« t.» make of him."
Somehow or other, a- she stops, we all turns towards

young Hammond. His face ain't pale any more. It's
well pinked up.

"Sorry. Mother, hut from no* on It's going to be alifft-rarnt. It's my turn now!"

"By Jove!" says J. Bayan! enthusiast» "Bui that's
whal I call nal pluck, Mr Hammon I. An ! your son

d'i«-s you credit too. So whal if the Twomblcy-Crancs
remember you as a form- r housekeeper? They

don't kiio.v the young man, needn't.know jusi who he

i>. Why not accept t"r him? Why not give him a

«han ' What do you say, McCabe?"
"Sure!" says I. "I'm ha« kin' him to qualify."
"It might mean," goes on J. Bayard insinuatin', "an

opp 'rtunity to well, to mecí the right girl, you know."
Mr-. Hamm« >:\ \ ¡raws in her breath sharp sind lasps

her h in 1 tigl I >ul I e the pi lure she wa watch-
;. on thi r. .:. Royce and a real swell voting lady
; " tri| [>in' .¦'. ir ¡ th« altar; maj Lk i n I on the

'.y note paper.

¦Oh!" rays -h«-. "Ami he should have the chance,
shouldn't he? Well then, be must «¿o. And you can

jllst leave lile out."

TPHAT Kerned to rattle it, ami we was all takin' a

deep breath, when Royce steps to the center "f the
.tage. II«- puts hi. arm gentle around Mrs. Hammond
and pats her on the shoulder.

¦Sorry, Mother," ray he, "bul I'm c.« ing to rlo m.th-
ine. of the s««rt. Y««u'r< an old dear, ami the bed mother
a boy ever had. I never knew how much you had given
up for me, never dreamed, Mut from now <>n it's going
t" I««- different. It's my turn now'"

"Hut luit, Royce," protests Mrs Hammond, "you
you don'l quite understand. We can'l go un living

a. ire have. <>ur income isn't so much as it was once,
an.! "

"I know," said Royce. "I ha«I a talk with vur atd.r-

ney last week. It's the faull ««f thai Honduras rul.lier
plantation, where tno-.t of nur funds are tied up. That
Alvares, your ras« ally Spanish superintendent, has been
robbing you rtghl arid left. Well, I'm «"inn i" I»1" n

stop I«. that."
"You, Royce!" rays Mother.
"Yes," rays In- quirl bul earnest, "I'm ««»iiii; ilown

there an«l lire him. I'm going to run the plantation
invs« If for awlul«-."
"Why, Royce!"gasps Mrs. Hammontl.
Il« miles an.I pats her on the shoulder again. "I

know," he «««.« ««n. "I seem useless enough. I've been
trained to shim« at dinner «parties, and halts, and tins
dansaoh, I suppose I can too, And I've tainted to
sound my final < '«' -, and i«> use the righl forks, and how
t«> make a parting ;p«-«-«h t«> my hostess. S«i you've kept
your promise to Father, Bui I've been thinking i' all
over lately. Thai isn't the s«ni "f person I want tobe.
Vou say Pather was a nal man. I want to In- a nal
m.m to««. I mean to try, anyway. This little affair
with Alvar«/. «ui^lit totesl me. They say he's rather a

bail one, thai he can'l !>«¦ fired. Well ¡ce aluwil that.
Tlu-n-'s a steamer for »Belize nexl Thurs«lay. I'm it'-iiii:
t" sail on her. Will you go akiug Uto?"

Por a minute they stood there, Mother and Sauiny

boy, gazin' into each other's eye- vrithoul savin' a w«»rd;
and then well, we turns our backs as they goes I a

clinch and Mother turns on the sprinkler.

131 IT J. Bayard's program f«»r helpin' Royce break into
the younger ¡et is bugged for fair. In v.i 1 we've

«lug up an «Xpert in rubber farmin' and are preftarin' t »

-n ! him down as first assistant t«» the classiesl pl.m'a-
:i"U manager that ever started for Honduras, Mrs.
II -.- ion«! announces that she's goin' too.

"There's g.1 stud in thai young chap," .-ays J.
Bay.ir!. "He n'l 'he son of Hungry Jim for nothing.
I'll !..¦. he wins out!"
"Win .''!.. '¦," says I, "he's ducked bein' a parlor r.t!

i.«r hi«-, which is something."


